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muslin would handsomely suffice for the clothing
that is on them all. Every figure one passes
looks strange and picturesque. There are
moments when a feeling of desperation comes
over me to think that I must dream, this dream,
so distinct from all my past life, for five years,
with, I opine, very little of real interest in
them ; but I mean to make the best of it. At
this time, it really does seem like the dreams
one used to get up, in nights when one could not
sleep ; the houses, the people, the very trees,
all unlike anything real that one has seen
before.

We are to go to Barrackpore in two days,
and I suspect we shall like to live there much
better than at Calcutta. The green of the grass
even here, surprises me; much greener than
the grass near London in summer.

It was rather shocking as we came up the
Hooghly to see all the dead bodies floating past,
with the birds pecking at them. I had rather be
burned than pecked at, I cannot but think.

Barrackpore, March 12.

I find  I can send  this to-morrow   by  the

* Eobarts;' so I must finish it off first.    Yes !